periwig, his face but slightly more lined than it had been
in youth. He was still graceful, still active. The only
change in his appearance as he grew older was a deepening
of the folds which gave his features their harsh expression.
Catherine grew stout and plainer than ever; Barbara lost
her beauty; Frances Stuart had become only the Queen's
companion; the rakes of Whitehall, even Rochester, who
was under thirty, were losing their figures or their teeth
or their dispositions and were replaced by younger men.
The King alone held the pace.

However, the French Ambassador soon had something
he considered more important than mistresses to write
about.

The serenity of his Majesty's private life was no longer
matched by peace in public affairs. As he watched a thirst
for power rising again among the obstinate gentry,
Charles knew that he must prepare for the great battle
of his life, a fight to show these men once and for all who
really ruled in England.
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